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In 1900, Galveston 
was underwater! 
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Dear Reader, 


Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From 
those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, 
Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, 
sports, geography, wildlife, history...and always a bit of mystery and 
magic! 



MAGIC 
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Dinosaurs 



Will Osborns and Mary Pope Osborrro 


Magic Tree House® 

Adventures with Jack and 
Annie, perfect for readers 
who are just starting to 
read chapter books. 

F&P Level: M 


Magic Tree House® 
Merlin Missions 

More challenging adventures 
for the experienced Magic 
Tree House® reader. 

F&P Level: M-N 


Magic Tree House® 
Super Edition 

A longer and more 
dangerous adventure 
with Jack and Annie. 
F&P Level: P 


Magic Tree House® 
Fact Trackers 

Nonfiction companions 
to your favorite Magic 
Tree House® adventures. 
F&P Levels: N-T 


Happy reading! 












Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about 
the Magic Tree House® books: 


l ol\ iu«nv\,..fUe M^IcTvee House series Is verily exclflv^!" 

CUvlsHv\<n 


I like fUe M^IcTVee House series. I sf^ny up «nll vv^Uf ve^cAIn^ 
fUew. Evev\ ov\ scWoo\ vv^Ufs!" —Pefev 


"J <acY a\v\A AWie H^nve opene<A a\ <Aoov fo <*. u>ovl<A o-P Ufev^ncy fU^nf 
I know will cov\f!v\ue fUvou^Uouf fUe lives oP vuy sfu<Aev\fs. ,; — 

Debov^nU H. 


"As Ubv^nvI^nn, | Pwnve seen iu«nny Pwnppy youn^ ve.o \<.Aevs coiu!v\^ 
Info fUe llbv^nvy fo cUeck ouf fUe v\exf M^Ic "TVee House book In 

fUe series." —Lywe H. 






Magic Tree House 

#1: Dinosaurs Before Dark 

#2: The Knight at Dawn 

#3: Mummies in the Morning 

#4: Pirates Past Noon 

#5: Night of the Ninjas 

#6: Afternoon on the Amazon 

#7: Sunset of the Sabertooth 

#8: Midnight on the Moon 

#9: Dolphins at Daybreak 

#10: Ghost Town at Sundown 

#11: Lions at Lunchtime 

#12: Polar Bears Past Bedtime 

#13: Vacation Under the Volcano 

#14: Day of the Dragon King 

#15: Viking Ships at Sunrise 

#16: Hour of the Olympics 

#17: Tonight on the Titanic 

#18: Buffalo Before Breakfast 

#19: Tigers at Twilight 

#20: Dingoes at Dinnertime 

#21: Civil War on Sunday 

#22: Revolutionary War on Wednesday 

#23: Twister on Tuesday 

#24: Earthquake in the Early Morning 

#25: Stage Fright on a Summer Night 

#26: Good Morning, Gorillas 


#27: Thanksgiving on Thursday 
#28: High Tide in Hawaii 
#29: A Big Day for Baseball 

For a list of Magic Tree House® Merlin Missions and other 
Magic Tree House® titles, visit MagicTreeHouse.com. 
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To all volunteers and first responders who rush forward to help 
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Dear Reader, 

In the summer of 2017, I began writing a book about the most 
devastating hurricane in the history of the United States. It happened 
in Galveston, Texas, in 1900. As I wrote about the monster hurricane, 
Texas was hit by another dangerous storm: Hurricane Harvey. Like 
Galveston more than a hundred years before, the people of Texas were 
slammed with powerful winds, record rainfall, and life-threatening 
floods. I could hardly believe it was all happening again—and just 
when I was writing this book! Both events were terrible disasters, but it 
is from tragedy that heroes rise. This book is inspired by the hope and 
courage of Texans. 
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fROLOQUE 


O ne summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree 
house appeared in the woods. It was filled with books. A boy named 
Jack and his sister, Annie, found the tree house and soon discovered 
that it was magic. They could go to any time and place in history just 
by pointing to a picture in one of the books. While they were gone, no 
time at all passed back in Frog Creek. 

Jack and Annie eventually found out that the tree house belonged to 
Morgan le Fay, a magical librarian from the legendary realm of 
Camelot. Since then, they have traveled on many adventures in the 
magic tree house and completed many missions for Morgan. 

In Magic Tree House books #29-32, Morgan has given Jack and 
Annie a new challenge: they must learn important truths from heroes 
who have helped the world. 

On their last adventure, Jack and Annie learned a great lesson from 
baseball star Jackie Robinson. Now they are about to find out where 
Morgan will send them next.... 


I 


Lone Star State 


J" ack and Annie sat on their front porch. They were waiting for their 
mom to take them to baseball practice. 

Tap , tap, tap. 

Raindrops spattered on the porch steps. A strong breeze shook the 
tree leaves. 

“Uh-oh,” said Annie. “Do you think a storm is coming?” 

“I can’t tell,” said Jack, looking up at the clouds. 

“Sorry, kids,” their mom called from inside. “Coach Dave just 
emailed—no practice today.” 

“Darn,” said Jack. 

“That’s okay,” said Annie. “Now we can go to the woods.” 

“The woods?” said Jack. “Why?” 

“I woke up with a feeling,” Annie said in a hushed voice. “Something 
really important is going to happen today. I thought it was baseball 
practice, like maybe I’d hit a home run or something. But now...” She 
smiled at Jack. 

“Really? You think...?” he said. 

“Yes! Hold on! I’ll get our stuff.” Annie hurried inside. 

A moment later, she returned with two small umbrellas and Jack’s 
backpack. She handed over the pack and one of the umbrellas. “Mom 
says as long as there’s no thunder and lightning, we can take a walk.” 

“Great,” said Jack. He pulled on his pack. “To the woods!” 

“To the tree house!” said Annie. 

Jack and Annie opened their umbrellas and headed out into the rain. 
They ran down the sidewalk, across the street, and into the misty Frog 
Creek woods. 


Raindrops fell softly as they hurried between the trees. The air 
smelled of wet leaves and damp earth. 

Finally, Jack and Annie came to the tallest oak in the woods. 

“Yay,” Jack whispered. 

Annie laughed. “Glad it rained today?” 

“Totally,” said Jack. He and Annie folded their umbrellas and 
climbed up the rope ladder. 

The magic tree house was dry and shadowy inside. A book was lying 
on the floor. A purple leather bookmark was sticking out from between 
the pages. 

Lying on top of the book was a necklace. It had a thin gold chain and 
a glass star. The star was no bigger than a penny. It gave off a soft 
yellow glow. 

“Wow, a little star!” said Annie, picking up the necklace. “I wonder 
what it’s for.” 

“Yeah, and where are we going?” asked Jack. He picked up the book. 

The cover showed a red, white, and blue flag with one big star. The 
title said: 

A History of Texas: 

The Lone Star State 



“Great. Back to Texas!” said Jack. 

“I love Texas,” said Annie. “Remember when we met Slim and saved 
Dusty’s colt?” 

“Yup,” Jack said in a low voice. Annie laughed. Jack was imitating 
their cowboy friend, Slim. 

Jack turned to the page with the purple bookmark. He and Annie 



looked at an old black-and-white photo of a city by the ocean. 
“Galveston, Texas,” read Annie. “I’ve heard of that city.” 

“Me too,” said Jack. “Did Morgan leave us a note?” 

“I don’t see one,” said Annie. “Is anything written on the back of the 
bookmark?” 

Jack turned the bookmark over. “Yes!” he said. Tiny writing was 
painted on the leather. He read aloud: 

The place you must go 
On this late summer day 
Is an island in Texas 
Between Gulf and bay. 

“We’re here to help!” 

Is what you must say. 

“Seek high ground now! 

Do not delay!” 

Jack looked up. “Why do people need help?” he asked. “And why 
should they seek high ground?” 

“Good questions,” said Annie. “Keep reading.” 

Jack read the next part: 

For those in the dark, 

Adrift and astray, 

A single bright star 
Can show them the way. 

“So that must explain this,” said Annie. She held up the necklace 
with the star. 

“But it’s so small,” said Jack. “And it’s not really bright. How can it 
show the way to anything?” 

“Go on, read the last part,” said Annie. 

Jack read the last lines of the rhyme: 

Learn from a hero 
Who is humble and brave, 

Who welcomes the hundreds 



Arriving on waves. 

“What does that mean?” asked Jack. 

“I don’t know,” said Annie. “Let’s go to Texas and find out all the 
answers.” She hung the star necklace around her neck. 

“Wait—do we have our Pennsylvania book to help us get back 
home?” said Jack. They looked around the tree house. 

“There—” said Annie. She pointed to the Pennsylvania book, in a 
shadowy corner. 

“Okay, all set,” said Jack. He placed his finger on the picture of 
Galveston, Texas. 

“I wish we could go therel” he said. 

The wind started to blow. 

The tree house started to spin. 

It spun faster and faster. 

Then everything was still. 

Absolutely still. 
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Welcome to G/ilveston! 


A ap, tap, tap. 

Soft rain fell on the roof of the tree house. A gentle breeze shook the 
tree leaves outside. 

“Old-fashioned clothes,” said Annie. 

She and Jack were both wearing stockings, leather shoes, and shirts 
with sailor collars. Annie wore a cotton skirt, and Jack wore knee 
pants. Their two small umbrellas had changed into one large black 
umbrella with a bamboo handle. Jack’s backpack was now a thick 
canvas knapsack. 

“We wore clothes like these when we went to San Francisco in 1906,” 
said Jack. “Maybe we’ve come to the same time.” 



He and Annie looked out the window. 

The tree house had landed in a spreading oak tree in someone’s 
backyard. From the window, Jack and Annie could see all the way 
across the city of Galveston. They saw wooden houses, fancy-looking 
mansions, stables and barns, horse buggies, and street trolleys. 

“This could definitely be the early 1900s,” said Annie. “No cars or 
trucks anywhere.” 

“Right,” said Jack. He pulled out their Texas book and found 
Galveston in the index. He read aloud: 

The city of Galveston, Texas, was built on a long, 
narrow island between the Gulf of Mexico and 
Galveston Bay. 

“Exactly what our rhyme says —an island in Texas between Gulf and 
bay,” said Annie. 

Jack kept reading: 


In the late 1800s, Galveston was the third busiest 



seaport in the United States. Ships from all over 
the world docked there. The thriving city had 
almost 40,000 residents. It was also a popular 
tourist resort. 

“That’s us—a couple of tourists,” said Annie. “Come on. Let’s explore 
the city.” 

“Okay,” said Jack. “But the main thing we have to do is find the 
people Morgan wants us to help.” 

Jack put their Texas book in his knapsack. Annie grabbed their old- 
fashioned umbrella. 

“Wow, this is heavy!” she said. 

“Toss it to the ground,” Jack said. 

Annie lowered the long folded umbrella out the window and 
dropped it. Then she and Jack climbed down the rope ladder. As they 
stepped onto the soggy grass, the rain fell harder. 

Jack picked up the umbrella and opened it. It was heavy! And 
awkward! But its black canopy easily covered both of them. 

“Hey, people are home in that house,” said Annie. “Hear them?” 

Not far from the oak tree was a blue house with a wide front porch. 
It was set about five feet off the ground on brick pillars. 

From an open window came the cries of a baby, and then a woman’s 
voice singing: 

Hush, little baby, don’t say a word. 

Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird.... 

“She has a pretty voice,” said Annie. 

“Yeah, but let’s hurry out of her yard before she discovers us—and 
the tree house,” said Jack. 

Holding the huge umbrella over them, Jack walked with Annie to the 
gate of an iron fence. Then they slipped out of the yard onto a street. 

“Look, we’re on Avenue L,” said Jack, pointing to a street sign. 
“When it’s time to get back to the tree house, we’ll need to come back 
here.” 

“Got it,” said Annie. “Blue house, iron fence, Avenue L.” 

Rain pelted their umbrella as Jack and Annie started down the 
avenue. The street was lined with spreading oaks and wooden houses. 



Nearly all the houses had wide front porches and were set on brick 
pillars. Small children were playing in rain puddles. 



A gust of wind nearly ripped the umbrella out of Jack’s hands. The 
wind blew the rain sideways, soaking their clothes. A horse and buggy 
clattered past, and mud spattered their shoes and stockings. 

“Yikes, let’s get inside somewhere,” said Annie. 

“Good idea,” said Jack. 

Jack and Annie walked faster, until they turned the corner of Avenue 
L and 25th Street. Heading down 25th, they passed a blacksmith shop, 
a shoemaker, and a hatmaker. 

Annie stopped in front of the Lone Star Cafe. 

“Should we go in there?” she asked. 

“Yes!” said Jack, and he closed their huge umbrella. 

A bell jangled over the door as Jack and Annie entered the crowded 
cafe. The warm, damp room smelled of coffee and bacon. 

Jack and Annie sat at a table near a rain-streaked window. They 
watched others hurry into the cafe—men in cowboy hats and suits and 
women in flowered bonnets and long skirts. Everyone seemed cheerful 
as they shook the rain from their umbrellas and hats. 

“So who exactly are we supposed to help in Galveston?” said Jack. 
“And where’s ‘high ground’?” 

“I’ll ask,” said Annie. She turned to a gray-haired couple at the table 
next to them. “Excuse me, where is ‘high ground’ in Galveston?” 

“ ‘High ground’ is that way, missy,” said the elderly man, pointing to 
the right. “We call it ‘uptown.’ ” 

“The lowest ground is along the Strand,” said the woman in a 
squeaky voice. She pointed to the left. “It’s the street that runs beside 







the Gulf. But that’s a funny question. You’re not from here, are you?” 
“No, we’re tourists from Pennsylvania,” said Annie. 

“Well, welcome to Galveston!” said the woman. 

“Thanks!” said Annie. She turned back to Jack. “One question 
answered.” 

“Good, but we have more,” he said. He pulled out their Texas book 
and read softly to Annie: 

By the end of the 1800s, many considered the 
island city of Galveston to be the leading city in 
Texas. Its port was filled with ships. Its hotels and 
restaurants were filled with tourists. Its 
neighborhoods had nice homes and schools. The 
city seemed to have everything. 

“Sounds like a great place,” said Annie. 

Jack kept reading: 

But one day, all that changed. 

“Uh-oh,” said Annie. 

Jack read on: 

On September 8, 1900, Galveston suffered the 
worst natural disaster in U.S. history. A deadly 
storm, later known as the Great Galveston 
Hurricane, swept across the island. 

“Oh, man,” said Jack. A scary thought came to him. His heart started 
to pound. “What’s today’s date?” he asked. 

Annie turned back to the couple. “Excuse me again, do you know 
today’s date?” she asked. 

“September eighth,” the woman said with a friendly smile. 
“Nineteen-hundred?” Jack asked. 

“Why, yes. You didn’t know that?” the woman asked. 

Jack just shrugged. His mouth was suddenly so dry, he could hardly 
speak. He looked back at Annie. Her eyes were huge. 

“We got here just in time,” Annie whispered. 

“Right,” said Jack. “For the worst natural disaster in U.S. history .” 
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Seek High QroundI 


T 

X t doesn’t look like a day for a huge disaster,” said Annie. 

Outside the cafe, people were clinging to their windblown umbrellas. 
But no one looked scared. Some even laughed as a man chased his 
cowboy hat down the sidewalk. 

At the cafe counter, a policeman was eating a sandwich and joking 
with a waitress. He didn’t seem worried. No one seemed worried! 
Customers were cheerfully chatting with each other or reading 
newspapers. 

“What does the newspaper say?” asked Annie. 

“I’ll check,” said Jack. He jumped up and grabbed a copy of the 
Galveston Daily News from an empty table. He sat back down and 
scanned the front page. Near the bottom was a small headline: 

STORM IN THE GULF 

“Listen!” Jack said to Annie. He read aloud: 

The awaited Gulf storm has moved north over 
Cuba. The weather bureau reports no new 
information about the storm’s movements. Most 
likely, it changed course before reaching Texas. 

Jack put down the paper. “That’s so wrong,” he said. “It’s heading 
straight for Galveston.” 

“I don’t get it,” said Annie. “Why doesn’t the weather bureau know 
that a terrible hurricane is coming?” 

“I guess because in 1900, they didn’t have radar or satellites,” said 
Jack. “They didn’t have computers or TV or weather apps or—” 


“Okay. Got it,” said Annie. 

Jack picked up their book again. His heart was racing as he read 
aloud: 

On September 8, Galveston was completely 
unprepared for a terrible hurricane. For eight 
hours, raging winds and water rushed across the 
island. Thousands of lives were lost in the storm 
surge. 

“Thousands of lives? That’s terrible!” said Annie. “What’s a storm 
surge?” 

“It’s when high winds push the ocean water over land,” Jack said. He 
kept reading: 

Seawater from both the Gulf and the bay covered 
the whole island. Those who fled to higher ground 
had a better chance of surviving. Many found 
safety in tall, sturdy buildings, such as the Tremont 
House hotel and the Ursuline Academy. 

“Morgan’s message makes perfect sense now,” said Annie. “We have 
to help people. We literally have to tell them to ‘seek high ground now’ 
and ‘do not delay!’ ” 

She turned back to the elderly couple at the next table. 





“Excuse me, but we have information that a powerful hurricane is 
coming here today,” she said. “Everyone needs to seek high ground.” 

“Or go to the Tremont House,” Jack said. “Or the Ursuline 
Academy.” 

The woman smiled at them. “You’re both so sweet wanting to help 
everyone. We’re expecting a bad storm, but not a hurricane,” she said. 

“She’s right,” the man said. “And we’re used to bad storms here. 
That’s why many of our houses are raised up on pillars. It keeps the 
floodwaters from coming in.” 

Jack just nodded. “Okay. Thanks,” he said. He didn’t know what else 
to do. He couldn’t show them a book from the future! 

“Jack, we have to tell someone in charge,” Annie said. “How about 
that policeman? He should be the one to warn everyone.” 

“Okay,” said Jack. 

Jack put their Texas book into his knapsack. Annie grabbed their 
umbrella. They hurried over to the policeman. 

“Excuse me, sir,” said Annie. “We have reliable information that 
Galveston is about to have the worst natural disaster in U.S. history.” 

“That’s right, sir,” said Jack, trying to sound calm. “Everyone needs 
to seek higher ground or find shelter in tall, sturdy buildings.” 

The jolly-looking policeman grinned. “And where did you kids get 
your information?” he said. 

“Uh...someone told us,” said Jack. “Someone really smart.” 

“Well, shame on them for scaring you,” the policeman said. “I spoke 
to our local weatherman this morning. He said we’re going to have 
strong winds and some bad rain, but nothing more.” 

“But he’s wrong, sir,” said Annie. “We’re telling you the facts.” 

“I don’t want you to worry, little girl,” the policeman said kindly. 
“Why don’t you go have fun with all the young folks down on the 
Strand? They’re having a grand time watching the big waves roll in. I 
was just down there.” 

Annie whirled back to Jack. “The Strand !” she said. “That’s the 
lowest ground!” 

“Oh, no!” said Jack. “We have to warn them!” 

“Thanks for the tip,” Annie said to the policeman. Then she and Jack 
raced out into the driving rain. 

Water was rushing down the sidewalk. Jack struggled to open their 



huge umbrella. But the wind yanked it from his hands and carried it 
down the block. 

“Oh, no! There goes the umbrella!” said Jack. 

“That’s okay,” said Annie. “We’re already soaking wet anyway!” 

With the rain pounding them, Jack and Annie started down 25th 
Street toward the Strand. 

“The storm’s getting bad!” shouted Annie. 

“And it’s going to get a lot worse!” said Jack. 

The wind pushed them down the street to the waterfront. 

Clam shacks, candy stores, and gift shops lined the boardwalk along 
the Strand. A crowd of sightseers, young and old, stood on the beach, 
cheering the huge waves. 

The waves hit a long pier, and seawater shot into the air. The water 
splashed against the bathhouses on the pier, where swimmers changed 
their clothes in sunny weather. 

Annie and Jack dashed across the Strand to the beach. 

“Listen, everyone!” shouted Annie. “You’re all in danger! A huge 
storm surge is coming! Leave the beach!” 

“Run to high ground!” shouted Jack. “Now! Now!” 

“Uptown!” yelled Annie. “Go uptown! Now!” 

Jack and Annie both yelled as loudly as they could. But no one 
seemed to hear them over the roar of the waves. 

Jack moved closer to the crowd. “Listen! Listen, everyone!” he 
yelled. “A terrible storm is coming! The worst natural disaster in U.S. 
history!” 

“Jack!” Annie screamed. “Jack, look! The storm surge!” 

Jack turned around. Out at sea, the waves were gigantic! The storm 
surge had begun! 
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The Flood 


T 

A he giant waves slammed over the pier. They completely destroyed 
the bathhouses. Their broken wooden planks crashed into the sea. 

The people on the beach screamed. They tried to flee from the 
incoming waves. 

Jack and Annie ran with the crowd of people across the Strand to the 
boardwalk. 

The surging waves rolled after them. Seawater swept over the beach 
and across the Strand. It covered the boardwalk and flooded the shops. 

Jack and Annie began wading with the crowd up 25th Street. The 
water was knee-deep and rising fast. 

People rushed out of flooded stores and houses. They carried pets, 
children, and suitcases. They joined the others heading toward higher 
ground. 

Jack saw a toddler slip from a man’s shoulders into the churning 
seawater. 

Jack grabbed the boy and pulled him out of the water. 

“Thank you!” the boy’s father cried. “Are you alone? Do you need 
help?” 

“No thanks!” shouted Jack. 

“Buddy! Bailey!” a girl screamed. Her two small dogs had slipped out 
of a basket. 



Jack and Annie scooped up the dogs before the water could sweep 
them away. They carried them back to the girl. 

“Thank you!” she cried as they handed her the trembling dogs. 

“Help!” someone yelled. 

An old man was clinging to a lamppost, fighting the wind. Jack and 
Annie each put an arm around him. He pointed to a young woman, and 
Jack and Annie helped him wade through the water to her. 

“Thank you!” the woman yelled. “Do you need help?” 

“Were fine!” said Annie. 

Jack and Annie forged on through the wind, rain, and rising 
seawater, helping anyone they could. Roof shingles and tiles flew off 
houses. Shutters flew off windows. 

A fierce gust of wind knocked Jack and Annie over. They fell into the 
floodwater. They struggled to get back on their feet. They fell again. 
They got up again. 

They used all their strength to keep moving. The street was like a 
river now. The seawater was above their waists—and still rising! 

“Avenue L!” shouted Jack, pointing at a sign. “That’s where the tree 
house is! It’s a safe place to be for now.” 

“Okay!” said Annie. “We can climb up and figure out how to be more 
helpful.” 

As others kept moving up 25th Street, Jack and Annie turned onto 
Avenue L. The avenue was flooded now, too. They pushed past barrels, 



boards, and branches. Wreckage floated everywhere. 

“There’s the fence!” said Annie. 

The top of the iron fence barely showed above the floodwater. The 
blue house was still standing. The tree house was still in the oak tree. 

Jack and Annie hauled themselves over the iron fence and swam 
toward the oak. They grabbed low branches and clung to them. Jack 
looked around. The rope ladder was missing! 

“It’s up there!” said Annie. 

The wind had blown the ladder over a branch. It was much too high 
to reach. 

As Jack and Annie clung to the tree, lightning flashed in the sky. 
Thunder boomed. 

More wreckage floated past—shingles, shutters, and fence posts. A 
big wooden door crashed into the tree trunk, barely missing Jack and 
Annie. 

“We’ve got to get away from here!” yelled Jack. “Before we get hit by 
lightning! Or something crushes us!” 

“Look! Someone’s waving!” cried Annie. “From the porch of the blue 
house!” 

A tall, thin woman was calling to them from her dry porch. 

The woman held up a coil of rope. She beckoned to Jack and Annie 
and shouted. Jack couldn’t understand her words. 

“She wants to help us!” said Annie. She waved back at the woman. 

The woman threw the rope out to them. The end floated on the water 
near the oak tree. 







Annie plunged into the floodwaters. Jack followed. They both 
grabbed the rope. The water was up to their necks! They held the rope 
tightly to keep from being swept away by the current. 

The woman on the porch pulled them toward the house. Hanging on 
to the rope, Jack and Annie slowly plowed through the water. 

When they reached the steps, they dragged themselves up to the 
porch. The woman dropped the rope and opened her front door. 

“Come in!” she cried. She pulled Jack and Annie into her house. 
Then she slammed the door against the storm. 
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Rose and Lily 


J" ack and Annie staggered into the house. They were both shaking. 
Their shoes and stockings were gone. Their wet clothes were torn. 

“You poor children!” cried the woman. “I was waiting for my 
husband to arrive. I saw you clinging to that tree! Come sit in my 
parlor. Don’t worry about the furniture. Rest! Dry out! You’re safe 
now!” 

“Thanks...thanks,” stammered Annie. 

“Yeah, thanks,” breathed Jack. He and Annie followed the woman 
from the entrance into a lovely sitting room. They sat down on a sofa 
and tried to catch their breath. 

“I’ll get you some towels and blankets,” the woman said. 

As she hurried from the parlor, the wind howled and rattled the 
door. Rain pounded the windows. 

Jack thought the hurricane sounded like a monster trying to break 
into the house. He remembered the giant waves attacking the pier, 
tearing apart the bathhouses. 

“I still have our necklace,” Annie said, panting. 

“Good, good,” said Jack. He had his knapsack, too. He looked inside. 
The Texas book was ruined. 

Before he could tell Annie, the woman came back, carrying towels 
and two quilts. She handed the towels to them, and Jack dried his 
hands and face and hair. Then the woman wrapped one quilt around 
Jack and one around Annie. 

“My name is Rose,” the woman said, sitting down. “You must tell me 
who you are.” 

“I’m Annie, and he’s my brother, Jack,” said Annie. “We’re visiting 
from Pennsylvania.” 


“We just escaped from the waterfront/’ said Jack. 

“The waves got super high,” said Annie. 

“So where are your mother and father?” said Rose. 

“They’re—they’re—” Jack didn’t know what to say. 

“They’re at the Tremont House Hotel,” Annie said quickly. “I know 
they’re safe.” 

“Oh, but they must be so worried about you!” said Rose. “I wish they 
knew you were safe and sound with me.” 

A baby started crying upstairs. 

“That’s my daughter. I’ll be right back,” said Rose. She hurried up 
the stairs. 

“Rose is so nice,” Annie said. “And she’s really strong—she pulled us 
both in.” 

“Right,” said Jack. He was relieved to be in Rose’s nice house, but he 
was worried about the others still out in the storm. 

“We have to help more people,” he said. 

“I know,” said Annie. “We’ll just rest here for a minute...and figure 
out what to do.” 

Rose came into the room with a baby in her arms. 

“Lily, meet Jack and Annie!” she said. Lily looked like she was about 
a year old. 

“Hi, Lily,” said Jack and Annie together. 

Lily stared at them with huge brown eyes. She had dark curly hair 
and rosy cheeks. 

“She’s so cute,” said Annie. 

“The howling wind scared her,” said Rose as she sat down with the 
baby. “So, what did you see out there?” 

“Huge waves,” said Jack with a sigh. “They covered everything. The 
streets got flooded fast. Everyone was trying to escape.” 

“Oh, my,” said Rose. “My husband, Lucas, should never have gone to 
work this morning. I told him.” 

“Where does he work?” asked Annie. 

“At a music store that’s just off the boardwalk,” said Rose. “I’ve been 
expecting him to arrive home any minute.” 




Rose stood up and walked to the window and looked out. “The 
water’s getting higher,” she murmured. “Lucas better hurry.” 

Jack felt bad for her. He remembered the waves destroying the 
boardwalk. 

The wind shrieked. Thunder rumbled. 

Lily let out a wail. 

“There, there, baby, don’t cry,” said Rose, gently rocking Lily in her 
arms. “Think of this as a big adventure!” 

A gust of wind shook the house. Lily kept crying. 

“Hush, baby, hush. Papa will be home soon,” said Rose. She started 
singing to Lily: 

Hush, little baby, don’t say a word. 

Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird. 












If that mockingbird don’t sing, 

Papa’s going to buy you a diamond ring. 

Lily stopped crying and looked at Rose. “Pa-pa...,” she whimpered. 

“He’s not here now, darling. But he’ll be home soon,” said Rose. She 
turned to Annie and Jack. “Lucas sings that song to her all the time....” 
Rose looked out the window again. “He would do anything to keep Lily 
and me safe. I don’t understand why he hasn’t come home yet.” 

“What can we do for you?” asked Jack. 

“You helped us,” said Annie. “We’d like to help you.” 

“Oh, you’re both so kind and brave,” said Rose. “You sound like true 
Texans.” She took a deep breath. “I’m certain Lucas is fine. He’s got to 
be fine!” 

“I’m certain he’s fine, too,” said Annie. 

Suddenly a huge blast of wind blew open the front door. 

Jack and Annie leapt up from the sofa. They rushed to the door and 
tried to push it closed. The wind pushed back. 

Jack felt water wash over his bare feet. He looked down. 

Seawater was streaming through the open door! 

“Jack, look out!” yelled Annie. 

The wind ripped the door off its hinges! Jack and Annie jumped out 
of the way as the door crashed to the floor. Seawater began pouring 
into the house! 
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Escape 


TT 

pstairs!” cried Rose. Holding Lily in her arms, she splashed 
across the parlor to the stairway. Jack grabbed his knapsack and 
hurried up the steps after Annie and Rose. 

When they reached the second-floor hallway, Jack heard glass 
shatter below. He looked down the stairs. The first floor windows had 
broken. Water covered the parlor floor and was rising fast. 

A chunk of the upstairs ceiling crashed to the floor of the hallway! It 
barely missed them. 

“This way!” shouted Rose. “Be careful!” 

Still carrying Lily, Rose led Jack and Annie into a dark bedroom. She 
shut the door. “There!” she said. 

Shutting out the hurricane was impossible, though. The windows in 
the bedroom were broken. Glass was everywhere. Wind and rainwater 
swirled in. Jagged pieces of roof shingles blew inside. 

“Get down! Cover your heads!” Rose cried. 

Shielding Lily, Rose knelt between the wall and the bed. Jack and 
Annie crouched behind her. The baby buried her face against Rose. 

The house swayed back and forth. Jack felt water under his feet. It 
was seeping under the bedroom door! 

“We need to get higher!” said Rose. “The roof!” 

“How?” said Jack. 

“Follow me!” said Rose. Carrying Lily, she led Jack and Annie out of 
the bedroom. 

The rising seawater had reached the upstairs hall. Rain was pouring 
through a giant hole in the roof. 

“If we can just get up there—on the roof—we can get above the 
water!” said Rose. 


“We can climb on furniture!” said Annie. 

“Good!” said Rose. “The dresser! The chest! The chair!” 

Jack and Annie pushed a tall dresser under the hole in the ceiling. 
They hoisted a chair on top of the dresser. Then they pushed a blanket 
chest against the dresser to help them climb up. 

“Rose, you go first!” said Jack. “Use the chest to get up onto the 
dresser. Then use the chair to get to the roof. Once you’re safe, we’ll 
hand Lily up.” 

Annie took the baby from Rose. She whispered softly to her as Rose 
climbed from the chest onto the top of the dresser. 

“Careful!” said Jack. 

Rose then climbed onto the chair. She grabbed the edge of the torn 
roof and hauled herself up. “Now Lily!” she called to Jack and Annie. 

Jack climbed up on the chest, then the dresser. Then he stood up on 
the chair and reached down as Annie held the baby up to him. 

The baby was heavier than Jack had expected! He steadied himself 
on the chair, then lifted Lily up toward Rose. 

Jack held the baby as high as he could. Rose grabbed Lily and pulled 
her onto the roof. 

“You go next,” Jack said to Annie. He stepped off the chair. 

Annie climbed onto the dresser. Jack held the chair steady as she 
pulled herself up onto the roof. 

Jack followed. He stood on the chair and peered above the roof. The 
wind and rain pounded him. He felt the chair shaking. The dresser 
shook, too. The whole house was shaking! 

With no time to think, Jack gripped the edge of the broken roof and 
pulled himself up. He joined the others on the windblown, soggy 
rooftop. 






Battered by wind and rain, they all crouched around the baby. They 
held each other tightly. 

The house shook beneath them. 

“How can we get to high ground?” Jack shouted. 

“I don’t know!” said Rose. 

Jack looked around. In the last light of early evening, all of 
Galveston seemed covered by water. 

Suddenly there was a loud CRACK. The house was sliding off its 
pillars! It was splitting in two! 

Rose cried out. Jack and Annie clung more tightly to her and Lily. 

There were more loud cracking sounds. Half of the house crumbled 
into the churning seawater. The roof over the other half broke 
completely free of the house...with all of them on it! 

“Hang on!” cried Annie. 

Jack and Annie held on to Rose and Lily as the wind pushed the roof 
onto the floodwaters. 

Lily let out a wail. Rose started singing. Her voice was surprisingly 
strong. Annie began singing along: 

Hush, little baby, don’t say a word. 

Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird. 

As their voices rose above the wind, Jack saw crumbling buildings. 
He saw people floating on mattresses, on boards, and even in 
washtubs. 

Jack heard cries of “Help!” from survivors on rooftops. He saw 
others hanging on to tree limbs. 

He wished he and Annie could help everyone. But there was no way 
to steer the roof raft. Every time the wind shifted, the direction of the 
waves shifted with it. The rooftop kept turning and moving with the 
storm waters. 

Lily finally fell asleep. Rose and Annie stopped singing. 

“Where are we?” asked Annie. 

Rose looked around in the dim light. She gasped. “The Gulf! I think 
were heading toward the Gulf,” she cried. 

“The Gulf?” said Jack. “You mean we might end up out in the 
ocean?” 



“Oh, no!” said Annie. 

But the wind shifted again. The water current changed. The roof 
spun around and began moving in another direction. Jack didn’t know 
what to do, except hang on to the others. 

“Are you both all right?” Rose asked. 

“I’m good,” said Jack. 

“Me too,” said Annie. “Are you okay, Rose?” 

“I don’t know,” she said. “I can’t figure out what to do.” 

“There’s nothing we can do,” said Annie. “We have to wait for it all 
to end.” 

“I think you’re right, Annie,” said Rose. 

Adrift on the black floodwaters, the roof raft rose and fell with the 
waves. Storm wreckage crashed against it. But the current kept 
pushing the raft through the wreckage. 

Jack and Annie held on tightly to Rose, as she cradled the baby. 
Drifting through the storm, they all rocked back and forth together. 

After a while, Jack gave in to his tiredness. His head nodded. His 
eyes started to close.... 
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U ack! Jack! Are you awake?” said Annie. 

Jack blinked a few times. “What?” he asked groggily. 

It was dark, and the night was still. The rain had stopped. The water 
was calm. Branches and boards gently bumped against the roof raft. 
“Look at that castle!” said Annie. 

“What castle?” said Rose. 

“What castle?” echoed Jack. In a daze, he looked around at the 
darkness. 


“Over there,” said Annie. 



















A full moon peeked out from the clouds. Moonlight shone on castle 
towers rising above the water. 

“Oh, man,” said Jack. “Is that a real castle?” 

“No, I’m afraid not,” said Rose. “It’s a school run by Catholic nuns. 
It’s called the Ursuline Academy.” 

“Ursuline Academy?” said Jack. He sat straight up, fully awake. 

“Ursuline Academy!” exclaimed Annie. “I don’t believe it!” 

“What? Why?” asked Rose. 

“That’s a safe place!” said Annie. “We read about it in our Texas 
book! People survived the hurricane there!” 

“What are you talking about?” said Rose. 

“Annie, you’re remembering the description in our guidebook,” Jack 
said quickly. “The book just said it was a ‘tall, sturdy building’. You 
must have dreamed the rest.” 

“Oh, right,” Annie said. “I dreamed it. But it definitely looks like a 
tall, sturdy place. Doesn’t it?” 

“It looks dark,” said Rose. 

“I know,” said Annie. “But I’ll bet lots of people are inside the 
Ursuline Academy. And I feel like they’re safe.” 

“I’m feeling that, too,” said Jack. “I think we should go there.” 

“But how do we get there?” said Rose. 

“Jack and I can get in the water and push the roof,” said Annie. 
“We’re good swimmers.” 

“Oh, no, no. That’s too dangerous,” said Rose. “There’s wreckage 
everywhere.” 

“Maybe we can use some of it,” said Annie. 

“What do you mean?” said Rose. 

“We could try to find something to use as paddles,” said Annie. 

“Good idea,” said Jack. 

He and Annie leaned over the edge of the raft, searching the water. 

Jack lifted up part of a chair. Annie retrieved a torn basket. 

“These won’t work,” said Jack. They put them back into the water. 

“Hey, this might,” said Annie. She hauled a flat wooden fence picket 
onto the raft. 

“Try it,” said Jack. 

Annie knelt on the roof. She pushed the narrow slat through the 



water. 

The raft moved—but only a little. 

“We need a second paddle,” said Annie. “For the other side.” 

“Look, a broom,” said Jack. He lifted a broomstick out of the water. 
A flat bundle of wet straw was tied tightly at the end. 

Jack pushed the straw end of the broom through the water. At the 
same time, Annie pushed with her fence-paddle. 

“Were moving!” said Rose. 

Jack and Annie kept paddling the raft toward the moonlit towers of 
the Ursuline Academy. As they drew closer, they saw that the massive 
building was partly damaged. Its tall, arched windows were smashed. 

But suddenly a light appeared. 

“Hello!” Rose shouted. 

“Hello!” a woman called back. 

“Is it safe inside?” Rose called. “I have children with me!” 

“Yes! We can help!” the woman called. 

Jack and Annie kept paddling their roof-raft through the water. 
When they got nearer to the academy, Jack could see two women at the 
window. Both were dressed in black robes with large white collars. 
Their heads were covered. 

Jack realized that they must be Catholic nuns. The younger woman 
held a lantern. The older one was leaning out the window. 

“Keep paddling! You’re going to make it!” she called to them. 

“Oh, my, that’s Mother Mary Joseph!” said Rose. 

“Who is she?” asked Annie. 

“Mother Mary Joseph is in charge of the school and all the nuns. She 
is much loved in Galveston,” said Rose. 

The raft finally reached the window. Jack grabbed the windowsill to 
hold the floating roof steady. The younger nun held the lantern. 
Mother Mary Joseph helped Rose and Lily climb through the window. 

“You go next,” Jack said to Annie. 

Annie crawled through the window. Then she grabbed the edge of 
the roof-raft. She held it steady while Jack climbed inside the building. 

“We’re safe!” said Annie. 

Jack took a deep breath. They were in a long hallway with dark 
wooden walls. 



“Welcome, all of you,” said Mother Mary Joseph. “Sister Agnes will 
stay here with the lantern while I take you to the auditorium. But first 
you children must put shoes on your feet. Our hallway is littered with 
broken glass.” 

The nun reached into a bag and pulled out two pairs of shoes. They 
were both black lace-ups. Jack and Annie each took a pair and put 
them on. Jack’s shoes were too long and too narrow. They looked silly 
on him. 

Rose laughed. It was good to hear her laugh, Jack thought. He 
laughed with her. 

“At least they’ll protect your feet,” Rose said. 

“Come,” said Mother Mary Joseph. As he walked down the hallway, 
every step in the tight shoes was painful for Jack. 

Mother Mary Joseph led them into an auditorium. The huge room 
was filled with hundreds of people. Oil lamps cast shadows on men, 
women, and children. Everyone looked weary. Their clothes were torn 
and wet. 

“Ohh...so many people,” said Rose. 

“Yes,” said Sister Mary Joseph. “They’re from every walk of life- 
rich, poor, black, white, young, and old. Some have lost members of 
their families. Many have wounds or broken bones. All of them are 
refugees from the storm.” 
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Lighting the Why 


o 

h, my, you’ve saved them all?” said Rose. 

“They saved themselves,” said Mother Mary Joseph. “They all 
worked hard to make their way here. And they’re still being brave and 
strong. Even some with injuries are trying to help others.” 

“Of course,” said Rose, smiling. “Texans are at their best when things 
look the worst.” 

“That’s true. Come with me,” said Mother Mary Joseph. “I’ll take you 
to the supplies in the front. We can find dry clothes for the baby there.” 

“Oh, thank you,” Rose said. “And dry clothes for Jack and Annie, too, 
please.” 

“Oh, no, we’re fine,” said Jack. 

“We want to help, too,” Annie said to Mother Mary Joseph. “What 
can we do?” 

The nun smiled. “Perhaps you could try cheering up some of the 
smaller children,” she said. “They are all very frightened by the storm.” 

“Okay, we’re pretty good at cheering people up,” said Annie. 

“Wonderful,” said Mother Mary Joseph. Then she turned to Rose. 
“Come, dear. Let’s find something dry for your beautiful child.” 

“Thank you,” said Rose. Carrying Lily, she followed Mother Mary 
Joseph to the front of the auditorium. 

“Where to?” Jack said to Annie. 

“I guess we should just wander around and see who needs us,” said 
Annie. She led the way down a crowded aisle to a far corner of the 
auditorium. There, some nuns were taking care of the injured. 

A woman with her arm in a sling was trying to calm her fussy baby. 
Annie knelt beside her. 

“Can I sing to your baby?” she asked the injured mother. “Maybe 


that will calm him down.” 

“Oh, yes, please,” the woman said. 

Annie picked up the baby and rocked him. She sang: 

Hush, little baby, don’t say a word. 

Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird. 

The baby smiled at her. Annie kept singing. 

If that mockingbird don’t sing, 

Papa’s going to buy you a diamond ring. 

Jack heard a faint cry from nearby. “Rose?” 

As Annie kept singing, Jack looked around at all the injured people. 
Who said “Rose”? he wondered. 

The cry came again, louder than the first one. “Rose!” 

Jack saw a young man lying on a blanket. His arms were bandaged. 
His leg was in a splint. 

Jack’s heart pounded. He hurried over to the man and knelt down. 
“Are you looking for Rose?” he asked. 

“Rose—she’s singing—Lily,” the man said. 

“Are you Lucas?” said Jack. 

“Yes...,” the man said weakly. 

“Oh, wow—hold on!” said Jack. “I’ll be right back!” 

Jack hurried to Annie. She had rocked the baby to sleep but was still 
singing softly. 

“I found Rose’s husband!” Jack said. “See the man over there with a 
hurt leg? He heard you singing that song. I heard him call ‘Rose’!” 

“Oh! Oh!” said Annie. “Get Rose! Bring her here!” 

Jack hurried to the front of the auditorium. He found Rose with Lily 
and Mother Mary Joseph. 

“Rose! We found Lucas!” Jack said. 

“Ohh!” Rose cried out. She and Mother Mary Joseph followed Jack 
through the auditorium to the corner with all the wounded people. 
Annie was sitting beside Lucas now. His eyes were closed. 

“Lucas!” Clutching Lily, Rose fell to her knees. She touched the 
man’s bruised face. 



Lily started to cry. 

Lucas opened his eyes. He smiled, and in a whispery voice, he sang: 


Hush , little baby , don’t say a word. 
Papa’s going to buy you a mockingbird. 



Lily stopped crying. She reached out to Lucas. He took her tiny hand 
and kissed it. 

“Pa-pa!” the baby said, and she laughed. 

“Oh, Lucas!” said Rose. She was laughing and crying at the same 
time. 

Lucas reached out to her. Rose took his hand and pressed it against 
her wet cheek. “I was so worried about you,” she said. 

“I’ll be fine...,” said Lucas. 

“Darling, our house is gone. We’ve lost everything,” said Rose. 

“No. We haven’t,” said Lucas. “We still have each other.... How did 
you get here?” 



As Rose began telling Lucas about their journey, Mother Mary 
Joseph turned to Jack and Annie. 

“Rose spoke of your great courage and kind hearts,” she said. “I’m 
glad you found the way here. I fear few others will be able to find us in 
the dark.” 

“Why?” said Jack. 

“They will have no light to lead them. We have very little oil left for 
our lamps,” said the nun. “We must use what we have to light the 
auditorium.” 

Annie gasped. Softly, she recited: 

For those in the dark, 

Adrift and astray, 

A single bright star 
Can show them the way. 

“Oh...oh!” said Jack. He’d forgotten all about their star necklace. He 
turned to Mother Mary Joseph. “Can you take us back to Sister 
Agnes?” 

“If you like...,” she said, looking puzzled. She led Jack and Annie out 
of the auditorium and down the hall. Sister Agnes was still holding her 
lantern at the window. The flame was about to go out. 

“We have something that might help,” Annie said. 

Annie took off the star necklace. She reached up and hooked the 
chain over the window frame. 

The star dangled in the breeze coming from outside. Its tiny light 
was no more than the flame of a birthday candle. 

“What a lovely thought,” Mother Mary Joseph said to Annie. “A lone 
star—just like our Texas star. Shall we go back to the others now?” 

Sister Agnes gasped. 

The light of the tiny lone star was glowing brighter—and brighter— 
and brighter—until the hallway was filled with golden light. 

The light from the star shone through all the broken windows and 
out over the storm waters— as far as the eye could see. 
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It's Gone 
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▼ V hat a wonderful mystery,” Mother Mary Joseph said softly. 
“Your light shines for all those who need us.” 

“Who are you?” Sister Agnes said in a hushed voice. “Angels?” 

Annie laughed. “No, we’re tourists,” she said. 

Faint voices came from across the dark waters. “Hello! Anyone 
there?” 

“Yes!” Annie called back from the window. “This way!” 

Jack and Annie worked with Sister Agnes and Mother Mary Joseph 
for the rest of the night. They all helped storm refugees find their way 
to the Ursuline Academy. They called out again and again, urging them 
to come toward the light. 

Jack and Annie helped people climb through the window. They led 
them to the auditorium. They gave them shoes and blankets. They 
were never too tired to lend a hand. 

Just before dawn, the water started going down. By the first light of 
morning, Jack saw that the floodwaters had flowed back out to sea, like 
water draining from a bathtub. 

The Great Galveston Hurricane was over. 

Sunlight streamed in. Morgan’s tiny star sparkled in the window. 
The glass star was just a glass star again. Annie took the necklace down 
and put it around her neck. 

“Oh, no,” said Jack, looking out the window. 

Not one building was left standing between the academy and the 
waterfront. The ground was covered with pools of muddy brown water 
and mounds of trash. 

Bells began to ring from the chapel. 

“A new day is beginning,” Mother Mary Joseph said. 


“Yes,” said Annie. 

“Deadly storms are terrible,” said Mother Mary Joseph. “But they 
always end. Then you start over. And you look at the world a little 
differently.” 

“Yes,” said Jack. He was suddenly so tired he couldn’t think straight. 

“You both must lie down and rest now,” said the nun. “You can sleep 
in my room.” 

“Thanks,” said Annie. “But we have to find our parents right away, so 
they’ll know we’re safe. Please tell Rose, Lily, and Lucas good-bye for 
us.” 

“Of course,” said the nun. “I will.” 

“And thank Rose for taking good care of us,” said Jack. “Tell her not 
to worry—we know how to find our mom and dad.” 

“Are you certain you know where they are?” the nun asked. 

“Yes. We just have to get back to Avenue L near 25th Street,” said 
Annie. 

“Is that far from here?” Jack asked Mother Mary Joseph. 

“Oh, no, it’s very close,” she answered. “Only two blocks north.” 

“Thanks,” said Annie. 

Mother Mary Joseph looked worried. “Are you positive you can find 
your parents?” she asked. 

“No question about it,” Annie said. 

“You’ll come right back here if you don’t find them,” the nun said. 
“Promise?” 

“Promise,” said Jack and Annie together. 

Mother Mary Joseph led Jack and Annie down the stairs to the first 
level of the building. All the windows were broken, and all the doors 
had been blown away. The storm water had drained out, leaving 
muddy puddles on the stone floor. 

Mother Mary Joseph stopped in the open entranceway. “Thank you 
for all your help—and for your guiding light,” she said. 

“Thank you for helping us,” said Annie. “You remind me of a good 
friend of ours named Morgan.” 

“Me too,” said Jack. 

Mother Mary Joseph smiled. “Be careful, my friends.” She bowed 
her head, and then left them. 



“Mother Mary Joseph was the hero Morgan wanted us to learn 
from,” said Annie. 

“Right,” said Jack. He quoted from Morgan’s rhyme: 

Learn from a hero 
Who’s humble and brave, 

Who welcomes the hundreds 
Arriving on waves. 

“Look her up in our Texas book,” said Annie. 

“I’m afraid it’s ruined,” Jack said. He pulled off his knapsack and 
took out the Texas book. It was soaking wet. All the pages were stuck 
together. 

“Oh, too bad,” said Annie. 

Jack put the book back into his knapsack. “Let’s go,” he said. Then 
he and Annie headed out of the Ursuline Academy. They took each 
other’s hands and began slogging through the mud. 

As they walked up 25th Street, Jack looked straight ahead. He tried 
not to think about the destroyed city and the mounds of wreckage. 

Instead, Jack kept his mind on home...on the Frog Creek woods and 
their house and their mom and dad. He thought of Morgan le Fay and 
Merlin and the magic tree house. 

Soon Jack and Annie turned onto Avenue L. All the houses had been 
torn apart on that street, too. Only a few walls and chimneys remained. 

“There’s the iron fence!” said Annie. 

They walked through the open gateway of the fence into the muddy 
yard. 

Annie gasped. “It’s gone!” she said. 

“I know,” said Jack. “We were there with Rose when her house was 
destroyed.” 

“No, not Rose s house,” said Annie. “Our house is gone.” She pointed 
to the remains of an oak tree. “That was our tree.” 

The trunk was split in two. All the upper branches were gone. 

And so was the magic tree house. 
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ack stared at the bare, broken tree. He couldn’t believe it. 

“It’s gone?” he said in a whisper. 

“Wait,” said Annie. “Is that it?” She pointed to a pile of muddy 
boards jammed against the iron fence. 

“Maybe...,” said Jack. “What’s left of it.” 

He and Annie stepped over to the ruins of the tree house. The floor 
was covered with brown mud. The roof was missing. Three of the four 
walls had caved in. 

Jack started to lift one of the fallen walls. 

“Hold on!” said Annie. She reached under the wall and pulled out 
their wet Pennsylvania book. 

“Oh, no, it’s mined, too,” said Jack. 



“Wait,” said Annie. She carefully peeled apart some pages. “Here’s 
the photo of the Frog Creek woods!” She showed Jack the smeared 
page. “That’s all we need! Get in the tree house.” 

“Are you crazy?” said Jack. 





“Just get in,” said Annie. 

“There’s no ‘in’ to get into, Annie,” said Jack. 

“Fine, then we’ll just sit on the floor,” said Annie. 

Holding the book, Annie sat down on the muddy floor. Jack sat 
beside her. He’d gotten so used to being wet and grimy that he didn’t 
even think about the mud. 

Annie pointed at the smeared photo of Frog Creek. 

“I wish we could go there,” she said. 

Nothing happened. 

Jack put his head in his hands. 

“I wish we could go there!” Annie shouted. 

Jack felt the floor of the tree house start to move. 

“Whoa!” he said. He couldn’t believe it! 

The wind started to blow. 

The tree house started to spin. 

It spun faster and faster. 

Then everything was still. 

Absolutely still. 


Tap, tap, tap. 

A breeze blew through the window of the tree house. Rain splashed 
softly against the oak leaves. 

“We’re home,” Annie said. 

Jack looked around. 

As always, no time at all had passed in Frog Creek. Jack and Annie 
were wearing their own dry, comfortable clothes and shoes again. The 
canvas knapsack had changed into Jack’s backpack. The Pennsylvania 
book lay on the clean wooden floor. It was in perfect shape. 

Best of all, the tree house had a window again! And four walls and 
a roof! 

“I didn’t know if the magic in the tree house could fix the tree house 
itself,” whispered Jack. 

“I was pretty sure it could,” said Annie. 

“Of course you were,” said Jack, smiling. “Come on, let’s hurry 


home.” 

“Wait, I want to look in the Texas book one more time,” said Annie. 
“It was ruined by water damage, remember?” said Jack. 

“Yup,” said Annie. “But I’ll bet it’s fine now.” 

Jack pulled their Texas book out of his backpack. The book was as 
good as new. 

“Yay,” Annie said. 

“You were right,” said Jack. He handed her the book. 

Annie looked in the index. “Here!” she said. She turned to the right 
page. “Oh, wow. Listen to this.” She read aloud: 

Mother Mary Joseph was an outstanding hero of 
the Great Galveston Hurricane of 1900. When the 
storm hit the island, she and her community of 
nuns saved the lives of more than a thousand 
storm refugees. Many people of Galveston called 
her— 

Annie gasped and looked at Jack. “You won’t believe this,” she said. 
“What?” he said. 

“Listen.” Annie read: 

Many people of Galveston called her “a shining 
light.” 

“Oh, man,” said Jack, smiling. 

Annie turned the page and read more: 

After the storm, 6,000 to 12,000 people were dead 
or missing, and 4,000 buildings were destroyed. 

But the survivors of the Great Galveston Hurricane 
did not give up. In spite of their suffering, they 
immediately began rebuilding their homes and 
their lives. 

“Rose would say that’s what Texans do,” said Jack. 

“She was so proud to live in Texas,” said Annie. She kept reading: 


Workers also built a high sea wall to help keep the 



sea from ever destroying Galveston again. Most 
amazing of all, they pumped sand from the floor of 
the Gulf to raise the level of the whole city. Today 
Galveston is one of the best-protected cities on the 
Gulf coast. 

“That’s really great,” said Annie. She put the book on the floor. “I’d 
like to go there again—in our time.” 

“Me too,” said Jack. 

“I’d like to meet the great-great-grandchildren of Rose and Lucas,” 
said Annie. 

“And Lily,” said Jack. 

Annie smiled. “But first, I’d like to go home and see Mom and Dad.” 

“Yup,” said Jack. “I’d like that more than anything in the world.” 



Annie took off the star necklace and set it on top of the Texas book. 
Jack pulled on his backpack and climbed down the rope ladder. Annie 
followed. 

As they started through the woods, the rain gradually stopped 
falling. Streams of misty sunlight slanted through the trees. 

Birds sang loudly. 

“Remember what Mother Mary Joseph told us,” said Annie. 
“ ‘Deadly storms are terrible, but they always end.’ ” 

“ ‘Then you start over,’ ” said Jack. “ ‘And you look at the world a 
little differently.’ ” 

“Yeah. Like ordinary things seem more special than before,” said 
Annie. 


“Like comfortable shoes,” said Jack. 




“Like birds,” said Annie. 

“Like sunlight,” said Jack. 

“Like family and friends,” said Annie. 

“Like family and friends,” repeated Jack. “Let’s hurry.” 

He and Annie took off running through the Frog Creek woods, 
heading for home. 
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Millions of years ago, amazing animals, including T. rex, lived in 
Texas. They existed before humans were on earth. Here are some you 
might not know about: 

Deinonychus 

(dy-NON-ih-kus) lived no million years ago. They hunted in packs and 
had a five-inch claw on their back feet that they probably used to kill 
prey or defend themselves. Deinonychus were about eleven feet long 
and had about seventy super-sharp teeth! 



Torosaurus 

(TOR-uh-SAW-rus) had a skull over nine feet long, one of the largest 
skulls of any animal that has ever lived! Torosaurus were around 












twenty-four feet long and munched on leaves and other plants. They 
lived 66 million years ago. 



Quetzalcoatlus 

(KET-zul-koh-AHT-lus) were not dinosaurs. They were flying reptiles 
the size of a small airplane! Quetzalcoatlus had a huge wingspan that 
could reach thirty-six feet. Their beaks were up to eight feet long! 
Yikes! 
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Barbara Jordan was a teacher, lawyer, and civil rights leader. Barbara 
was also the first African American woman in the Texas Senate. In fact, 
she was the first African American man or woman in the state senate 
since 1883! She then became the first woman from Texas and the first 
African American woman from the South to serve in the U.S. House of 
Representatives. 

The Democratic Party asked Barbara to give the most important 
speech at the 1976 Democratic National Convention, when Democrats 
choose their candidate for president. Barbara was the first African 
American ever to have this honor. In 1994, Barbara was awarded the 
Presidential Medal of Freedom. 
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Red Adair was a legend in Texas. He was an expert at putting out oil 
well fires. It’s one of the most dangerous jobs anywhere! Red invented 
a way to put explosives in the wells to stop them from burning. After 
that, firefighters must cover the well. While they’re doing all of this, the 
well might explode at any time. 

Over the years, Red and his crew put out over 2,000 oil fires both on 
land and on oil rigs in the sea. In the Sahara Desert, they once stopped 
a fire that had flames shooting 450 feet into the air! In 1991, when Red 
was seventy-five years old, he went to Kuwait to put out fires that Iraqi 
soldiers had set in a large oilfield. 

He once said, “I’ve traveled all over the world, but I don’t think there 
is any place better than Texas.” 
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MAIVY POPE OSBORNE 

is the author of many novels, picture books, story 
collections, and nonfiction books. Her New York Times 
number one bestselling Magic Tree House series has been 
translated into numerous languages around the world. 
Highly recommended by parents and educators 
everywhere, the series introduces young readers to 
different cultures and times in history, as well as to the 
world’s legacy of ancient myth and storytelling. She and her 
husband, writer Will Osborne (author of Magic Tree 
House: The Musical ), live in northwestern Connecticut 
with their three dogs. Ms. Osborne is coauthor of the 
companion Magic Tree House® Fact Trackers with Will and 
with her sister, Natalie Pope Boyce. 
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